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while still on the threshold began shouting in
such a loud voice that even everlastingly silent
old man Toivola was startled and mumbled a
few incomprehensible words.

" Well, Mammy, is the coffee-pot hot, for
you've got visitors/3 the foreman bawled.

cc I don't remember inviting anyone special
to-day/3 Miina answered in the tone she would
have used if she really had been twenty years
younger,

" The best visitors never wait for invitations.55

Before  evening  the  Toivola  cabin  had lost
whatever individuality of its own it may have
had.   The  queerly  cross  attitude  towards  the
men which Miina had seen fit to adopt right
from the beginning made no difference.   The
strangers made no effort to acquaint themselves
with the habits of the household.    It was curious
to hear a newcomer loudly and blithely accost
" Pa/' that silent dummy to whom no one in
ordinary circumstances ever addressed a word.
When, later in the evening, Miina began ostenta-
tiously taking stock of her belongings, she was
told outright that no one in that crowd had longer
fingers  than was  necessary,   and   that  if any
fingers did show a tendency to grow long, they
would be cut off no matter whose they were.

The first night was the hardest;   the living-
room and bath-house were packed to the limit.